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7% LADY BASSETT 
MADAM, 


| A LTHOUGH the following lines 

{with the fary of which your ladyſhip is well acquainted) 
may fail to coneributs. either to the writer's reputation, 
or the reader's pleaſure, there is one certain ſatisfafion 
reſulting to the author from their publication ; namely— 
the teſtimony it thus affords him to give of his reſpect 
for your Ladyſbip, and the opportunity he derives from 
the honor of inſcribing this little poem to your name, 

of publickly aſſuring you, that he is in the moſt firiet 
and genuine ſenſe 


Your Ladyſbip's 
mot obedient and faithfull, 


humble 8 er vant, 


D. O'BRVYVEN. 


London, Auguſt 11th, 1788. 


Ih E following poem (if it deſerve 
the name of poem) was excited by a converſation at 
the houſe of the amiable lady to whom it is inſcribed, 
on the evening of the 29th of laſt June at Twick- 


enham ; and was written in the courſe of that night 


and by the noon of the day after. 


IF the hurry in which a work is executed could 
be any exchſe for its imperfection, it would be at leaſt 
as good a reaſon for its total ſuppreſſion. The motive 
to publiſh is the hope to pleaſe; and a writer in 
attempting to palliate his defects may indeed diſcover 
his weakneſs, but will ſeldom ſubdue his reader's ſtur- 
dineſs, or juſtify his own preſumption in addreſſing 
the world, if he fails to accompliſh that firſt and 
greateſt object. | 


NO 


( viii J 


NO man is more aware of theſe truths than the 
author of theſe lines ; even at the moment he ventures | 
to ſend forth a compoſition written in 4% than half 
a day, and perhaps abounding with the blemiſhes, 


almoſt Ke from any thing 2 executed. 


© Yet why then publiſo?“ 


—THE lame and feeble anſwer is, „“ he requeſt 
of friends!“ 


AND it that reply ſhould reſcue the author from all 
ſuſpicion that his vanity prompted him to this publication, 
the end of this addreſs is gained; for he aſſures the 
reader, that nothing but the opinion of perſons re- 
ſpectable for every thing except their partiality to him, 
could have induced him to yield to the printing or - 
lines, of whoſe merit no one can entertain a more mo- 


derate opinion than the man who wrote them! 


LINES, 


L 1. 


IN | this feet ſeaſon, and this chearful ſcene, 
Where gaudy villas deck the cultur'd green; 
Where Richmond”s ſlope reflected luſtre throws, 
And Thames in mild majeſtic current flows; 
— The cool receſs of Twicknam's hallow'd ſhade, 5 


Twick'nam, by poets hays immortal made ! 


HERE cluſt'ring boughs in fragrant foliage bloom, 
And breathe the blefiings of the rich perfume ; 


C | Here 


( 10 ) 


Here birds on balmy branches chirp arent 
Each gale a noſegay, and a ſong each found ; 
In leafy pride ſhine every ſhrub and flow'r, 
And earth impregnate tells the teeming ho 
Each object ſmiling with the ſmiling day, 


; All nature laughs, and all the world looks gay. 


NOW youth puts on a more ale aig "2 
And heav'nly beauty beams with brighter grace ; 
All images of good more fair appear, 

And thoſe of i, leſs ſavage and ſevere ; | 
Flint-hearted av'rice ſeems t'expand his mind, 
And heſitate for once to ſpunge his kind ; 
Oppreſſion lingers at encreaſing pain, 

And perſecution ſcarce will tie the chain; 


Diſcaſe forgets his pang, and grief his groan, 


And age and want the ſacred ſeaſon own ; 


10 


15 


( uu ) 


The rough grow foft—the ſtern are forc'd to ſmile, 
Malice to melt, and paſſion pauſe awhile ; 

Revenge and pride and rancour ſeem to ceaſe, 

And turn to love and gentleneſs al peace; 

Sharp Bi ſteals a fleeting hour Ren . 


And dulneſs ſelf ſweet inſpiration knows ! 


SMIT with the ſcene ev'n J attempt to ſing 
« Albeit unuſed to the” funding ſtring, 
Long ſunder'd from the arts my ful approv'd, 
Cold to the muſe that once with warmth I lov'd 
Doom'd ill to bear what giddy ben brings, 
And toil through ev'ry buſtle as it ſprings, 
Ev'n J affect the Bard — though words may fail 
To paint the mountain and the flow'ry vale ;. 
But not to lyric thoughts alone 156d 


The ſcene prompt charity to all mankind; 


25 


33 


4⁰ 
Thoſe 


Thoſe whom I love appear with brigh ter ſpirit, 

And thoſe not lov'd have ſtrangely gain'd ſome merit; 
Thurlow ſeems mild and good, and Richmond brave, 

Rolle 1s no fool, and Robinſon no knave, 

Kenyon has much of North's luxuriant mirth, 45 
Ad Pitt the thouſandth part of Portland's worth, 

Iutricate Lanſdown merits public truſt, 


And callous Impey's merciful and juſt. 


BUT peace to theſe, —and let us taſte delight, 
Where ſofter themes and better names invite, 50 
At lib'ral Baſetr's ita board— 
Where ſocial joys their kindred bliſs afford; 
There ſenſe and pleaſure run in mingled flow, 
And all is meant for comfort—not for ſhow— 
There wealth's expended not to plague, but pleaſe, 55 


Apd ev'ry man who comes is at his eaſe: 


Rich 


[4 13 5 


Rich without glitter — without flaring gay — 
Diſguſtful pomp and liſtleſs form away! 


LO! - where the maſter heals the bleeding land, 3 
Red with the ravage of a barb'rous band; 60 
Not from the frantic ſchemes of mad Ae 5 
But a worſe cauſe! a impious avarice ! 

— The place 4 mournful ruin lay — deſpoil'd 

Of all that fancy. plann'd, and labour toil'd, 

The pride and ornament of ſhades and bowers, 65 
Sunk in the * common ſepulchre of 3 

When Baſſett came, and with reſtoring 2M : 


Renew'd the beauty, and reviv'd the charm, 


* Sir Francis Baſett's predeceſſor in this property diſrobed the villa of many of its 
þeſt ornaments, and fold them at Covent Garden, | 
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Call'd into life -the ſhrub, the grove, the ſpring, 


And ſpread the face of joy o'er ev'ry thing ! 4 70 


THUS to compare the little with the _ 
The miſtreſs of the wad has felt her bus; 
Whate'er made Rome the glory of her days, 
And rais'd her mighty men to endleſs praiſe; 
The martial flames that bade her ſpirit riſe, 5 
The ſofter arts that mend and moralize; 
The gorgeous ſhow of conquer'd nations ſpoils, 
Sad flois of ſtateſmens ſkill, and heroes toils ! 
Empires ſubdu'd and crowns of princes hurl'd, 
The glittering trophies of the ſubje& world ! 80 
Stupendous maſs! the wonder of each age ! 
All funk beneath the ſavage Vandal's rage, 
In one, wide, dreadful, deſolation lay, 


Till feience ſprung and bruſh'd the cloud away; 


Form, 


WS. 


Form, line, and grace, from out the Chaos ſtart, 
The reſcu'd relicks of celeſtial art; 

Another reign of Roman greatneſs came, 

Of leſs renown, but more innoxious fame: 

The art that knits the arch, the column rears, 
And ſhields the beauty from the cruſh of years 3 
On the dim ſtone the firiking ink to trace, 
And ſend to future time the form and face ; 
To ſcan the ſemblance when the ſcene is o'er, 
Death to ſubdue, and live when life's no more · 
Thus with leſs luſtre but with laſting fa, 


She grew a mirror of her ancient name! 


FAR diſtant be the day e'er Britain knows 
The fad revolve of Rome's lamented woes, 


And yet devouring time that levels all 


May ſhortly ſee this mighty fabric fall, 


8 


95 


100 


( 16 ) 

Each ſource to * of bliſs, and pride, and joy 
The waſteful hand of years may ſoon ay 
Burke who ſends ev'ry good to ev'ry clime . 
And Sheridan, the wonder of the time: 
(Names that on fame's eternal wing ſhall fly 
When all their foes are wrapt in infamy 3 
Yet theſe may feel of vulgar men the lot, 


Perhaps ev'n Fox himſelf may be forgot! 


OH ! had the bard, who, erſt theſe ſhades among, 


Made T:* ehict nom ſacred in immortal ſong, 

But heard hs matchleſs Fox at Virtue's call 
(Before whoſe name a hundred St. Johns fall) 
And ſeen that ſpirit riſe—thoſe thunders roll, 
Which curb the proud, and ſhake the guilty ſoul. 
How would he paint the rich, the rapid tide 


That drags ev'n vice for once to virtue's fide 


105 


110 
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That ſhames corruption's ſelf, and pierces fore 
The callous breaſt that never felt before; 
That eagle glance that ſhoots through ev'ry part, 
And ſtrikes the latent vileneſs of the heart; 
The ſkill that fences liberty from ill, 


Both from the croud's caprice, and tyrant's will; 


The extenſive graſp that Europe's intereſt ſhares, 
And in one wins collects the world's affairs; 
With all the pow'rs that mark the man defign'd 
To guide the great concerns of human kind,— — 
——Or—if he trace EM to the private. ſhade, 
Where the true genius of the heart's diſplay'd; 
He, who reſiſts, though the whole earth combin'd, 
When the big matter ſuits his mighty mind, 
In life's low cares is borne by ev'ry tide, 

The humbleſt rule him, and a child may pe; 


E 


120 


125 


130 


(#8) 


Though firm, yet vielding—fofe, but never weak 
The firſt to liſten, and the laſt to ſpeak ! 
Pleas'd to diſcuſs whatever prompts the ſtrong ! | 135 
Reas'ning with all, and never bib * N 
Skill'd to adorn each poitit with light and grace 
And yet the firſt to give another place; 

At once the Pest, bnd the mildeſt mind 2 


Born to conciliate, or command mankind! ! 140 


—8URE were the Bard ſuch virtues to recite 
Ev'n Pope muſt tow'r above each former flight. 
Though Nile leſs rich, and Thames leſs clearly ſhines 
Than the pure current of his golden lines; 

Though ev'ry grace of numbers . along, 145 
In all the liquid luxury of ſong, 

And force and light, and ſtrength our wonder raiſe 
And ev'ry rare felicity of phraſe, 


—Yet 


( 9 ) 


—Yet till tranſcending all his former fame 


Would flow the verſe that ſwell d with Fox's name. 


What though no bard exiſt to ing theſs times, 
When poetry's extinct, —except in rhimes— | 
Yet gen'ral good 1s. fame—beyond the "_ 
Of verſe itſelf the honor is the deed—! | 
—Go on, IIluſtrious Man — there be praiv 
For that: bright page—whence nothing is eras'd ; 
The Indian reſcued from oppreſiion's plan, : 
From the red laſh the welt'ring African, 
That in his pious. moſque,. and peaceful lands, 
This in his fable love, and ſultry ſands, 
Redeem'd to nature's rights will pant to bleſs 
The pow'rs unknown that lift them from diſtreſs— 
—Go an—to juſtice, , wiſdom, virtue true 
| And let your glory. be the good you do! 
—Shew—'tis a e that cuſtom ſhould 
Place right in mortal to another's blood, 
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"That ſocial bands no civil comforts draw 


” . 9 — % 5 - 4-5 0 8 . F 
From human clemency—but from the law,  * - 

That man o'er man by fraud exalted, grows Wii 38 
The very worſt of ills, exiſtence knows, . 170 


That tis our firſt great care in ev'ry hour 
To curb, wherever plac'd,—the growth of power 
And ſpread this truth o'er ev'ry land and 3 


Man muft be happy—if he will be Free? 


* 


oP ERRATUM=— Page 16, line 5, for . ſhall” read © ſhould.” 
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